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A Skoteh of Hor in Hor Floventise] roouin
Home. | Remember,

Should seldom throw a
If we have nothing else to do
But talk of those who sin,
Twere better we commence at homo
And from that point begin,

We have no right to judge * man
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Until he's fairly tried;
Should we not like his company;
We know the world in wide: ~ &
Bome may have faults, who has ant
The old as well a» young ;

| Louisa de la Ramee is of French ex-
tracidon =ays a Florence letter to the
Philadelphia Press, ber grandfather hav-

& moment doubtiul; all the earth stood and I like beon the . 1 have
stiil, known more determined minds than 2
In pathy. and breaihless seemed to| yours to be changed, as I think ™ A
" nd : "i“'h."lndn-ebownhhn‘::ry -
with mute and strange surprise. wﬁﬁ.ﬁ-;ﬂmmwmm —— —_— T —
reow hioavy wi an u enj ward walk.
i e ey ek s N e Ras w| | VOL. XLVIL Jackson, Mi
e ity ) dﬂﬂgfﬁﬂmﬁder nta: confidant, one = '
[Lose vves, they wene unchanged, and ju | PFt ol w rups in this wise: ‘“Now, = T e
T e Nell, be s good girl and do me & favor. . . |
5ot what wuuld be the recompense— ' Have a dress mfzde to fit yourself, .;:::h Irving’'s an Revoir. |‘ The Days of 1861
irls !

Tl gain for living all those years
Aol lpving vou in slenee, secret, pain,
ypart freope of weeing vou aguin

bist despair and tears!

[ was'er, and we stand fate to face,
} Lone prown whitsr thun the sheoted
feudd,
Canembering the old days wo long  fled,
Uy hunting for some brace

if it were Jefl)
Esch mad e

i the old love

Wihin the uthers looka,

1ghit most burning in the other’s

e of that sign bereft,

some hashed and waiting air,
vory stilluess, Faiotly sighed aod
G ]
the other long
lf'-i.

re was motion rvcr'\r\nlu-ru.'

lulled breczes

Lo d Thntle \1]1_19-|--r-.; while our eyes,
raveed  drank s the others rapt’ous
gnxe,
Each heeath grown faster, cach hot cheek
ablaze
i wondrons newly kindled fires,

Foawch heart wild beating ns we moved

A ostep! A moment paused all tremibiling,
then
Kishod breathliss in each athers arms |
AgAIn,
Eaeh Wind with cestasy + each loved!

Al all the earth eried oot o f-fl--,
As bheart lay beating, bounding crushed to
heart, |

thing white, such as you
fnmim and such places, and-send to me
1y express. Mind, I wunt all the fol de
rais, just what you'd get for yourself,
und no commments to any one, pleass”

The next day Ruth lays Ll!’e six dol-
lars in _ber mother’s palm, feeling well
repaid for ber sacrifice when she hears
the tender words of blessing and feels
the caressing touch on her dusky head.
No mare is suid of the picnic, and Ruth
with the elasticity of girlhood recovers
from her disappointment the mare read-
ily that Broce Forrester keeps more
clusely by her side, and Ada Marchmont
is for the time being totally neglected,
and #0 the allimportant day, to so many
voung and joyous hearts comes round,
dawning bright and clear as pic-nic days
wlways shonld. with skies so warm and
bhlue, and Ruth stands beside her win-
dow, seenrely hidden by the white drap-
ery, watching the gay party as they go
past the gate, and straining her eyes for
a glimpee of Ada Marchmont and her
cavalier, for Mr. Forrester had left the
honuse as soon as his breakfast was fin
ished, and she nothing doubts his hav-
ing sought the city belle. So a litule
thrill of joy goes through her as she
fails to wee hiw familinr face, and now

| Bruce 1n hisx own room waiting till she
| be wafe below stairs; so it is still far from

the hours will not seems half so long. It
is a‘uih- eariy vet, and she hastens down
to belp her mother, never guessing that

noon, when returning to her chamber
for n moment, she is astonished by the
sight of a large box securely wrapped
wid enrded, in the middle of the tloor.

wear to

And Hipe clung chse as if e ¥ dared [ =he patises in utter hewilderment—what

not part ) ) : is it, and how came it there? “Miss

And souls swouned "wav in Ih':t long | Ruth Cleveland, Erierwood,” is the ad

Lura Baaspare | geeo and with trembling fingers she

| undoes the knots and paper and lifts the

lid to find within what seems to be a
‘Jr:--.— ready for wearing.

“Oh! mother, come here, quick,” she

ealls excitedly, and Mrs. Cleveland,

(g

RUTHS SACRIFICE.

NV NELLIE, startled by the tone runs hastily up the
E slhuirs
Written for The Baltimorean. ‘Just look, mother, what doea this
“Now | oean get a new dee for the [ eS0; 18 10 & fairy god-mother or
3 s ; W what?' eries Ruth, lifting the folds of

pic-iie, can’trl, mother T questions pret
ty Boutdi lesvebandd, I

= L34 LAl
her fineer a Gve dollar

«oft, creamy white from their resting
place, aml Mrs. Cleveland stands s
#onnged fa her pretty daughter, who isin
[ u state of delightful excitement.

“Look, mother, but isn't it just too
lovely for anything," for by this time
the dress s on with its rich -~mbmiilrr)'
and dainty knots of pale bine ribhon,
‘unnd see how nicely it 6ts, too. Now
I c¢an go w the pienie,” with a radiant
fuve.

“But, Ruthie, the party have gone,
von cannot go alooe,” and Ruth's face
sobers, fur this is o point she has mo
mentarily forgotten,

“1 suppose Aunt Sarah sent this, but
iow it got into yeur room isd my-lery,”
vontinned Mrs. Clevelund: “I'm so
warry it did not come vesterday, anild then
you could have gone; bat pever mind,
there will be plenty more.”

“Yes, | guess so” rather dejectedly,
but at this moment her bright eves dis-
cover a wellknown figure sauntering
up the gurden path, and in an instant
she flies down the stirense,

“Oh! Mr. Forrester, haven't vou gone?
I can go after all, that is if —" pausing
and coloring as she remembers that he
way have made some other cngagement.
! “That is if I will take vou.” finishing
. - P18 | the broken sentence.  “Can youn doubt
maney ought to go toward paying that [+ white his eyes rest on the slim
debit of father's, but we have pinched 30 | o hite rolwd figure, the glosy rings of
hard for that, avd Mr, Forrester |‘I_n‘|’l|_'_' [ hair and the lnl‘l'l’!"- blushing face with
hiere make a differpnce. We've 4 rond  wdmiration impossible o mis-
saved, nearly ball his hoard by doing |4 10
without a girl, and Tve worked ral | og, voy've chunged your mind,” quiz
hard this summer,” the tears welling up zingly, “ns I thought you would, Miss

halances on
nete just taken
from the open letier in 1.1”!' hand.
“Aunnt Sarah =ays | nm to use this as 1
all the girls will have new dis-

plense i
won, andd iy old white is so shabby, ll
can essily make it mysell, so do say yes, |
mother,” conxingly and with a eon
WOLOLU= h:lluh HTY —.hp knnl\« fur '.\'ll---u
eye she wante to look her best, and re-
members how Mr. Forrester sdmires
Ada Marchmont and her hecoming toul
ets. Bruee Forrester has been tesching
the country school all summer, and
Ruth wou'ld scarcely like to admit, even
ta her-ell, how il"l']t]\' ahe feels inter-
ested in him, and how sore has been her
hesrt since the attentions which hetore
were nll hir Wi, have been divided with
Mis« Marchmont, who i on a visit to
some relntives in the vicinity of Briar
wool. Poor, hard-worked Mes. Cleve
lumd loaks up from her pan of dongh
into her ’I.'lll'_’!:'!'f"‘ ]lri;_'llt. ehger ['.rp
with & wistfulness in her own, for the
mother's heart would eludly give
moeh more thun this if she was alide,
“Ldon't know, Ruthie, yon do necd the
dress, hut yon know we had planned to
mannge with the old one, and =" |

“Yes, | know, mother, von think the

1)
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N. Y. Herald. ]
Mr. Abbey closed the Irving-Terry .
season in the SBtar Theutre last night|

{ Ben. Pegley Poore.]

of a sale of tickets no ove in the box of- | a2 Washington.
fice would have felt surprise. " Every | sscorted, that he came in disguse, al
box and seat had been sold days ago,|though he wore a traveling and

which changed his ay rance.

Mr. Lincoln felt confident that an at-
tempt was to have been made to assas-
sinate him as he pageed through Balt-
more. Among other statements which
confirmed him in this opinion was ong
by Wr. Crittenden, of Vermont, alter-
wards register of the treasury. Mr,
Crittenden was a delegate from the
Siate of Vermont Lo the peace confer-
ence which met in Washington ic the
‘ month of February, 1860, apon the in-
Miss Terry weekly. From the indica-| vitation of the Governor of Virginia.
tions of this week a supplementary | In that eonvention he happened to form
seasom of four weeks might be given|the aequaintance of James B. Clay, of
wich equally cheerful results, but the | Kentueky, Willizm A. Seddon, of Vir
end has come, and the greater part of | ginia, Governor Maorchead, of Kentucky
the company left for the steamer Iate [and others. His seat was near those
Last m[irln. The bill was what is termed | gentlemen, One morning, while sitting
“mixed,” and of the performance litile | chatting with them before the eonven-
need be added to what has been hitherto | tion met, a seevant from the adjacent
said.  As Shylock, Lounis X1, Charles I | hotel entered and  banded a eard to Mr.
and Benedick, Mr. Irving had sbundant | Seddon, who sat near Mr. Crittenden.
scope for his virtues and his funls. In| He did not know what wis on the eard,
each and all the overshadowing impres- [bat it was passedd amound from one to
sion produced was his superiority in | the other in sueh a maoner that he
stage management and the charm of the | conld not help but see what was written
stage ensrmble, The audience, which was | on Cin the eard wuas written these
nul precisely & representative New York | words:  “Lincoln i3 in - Washington.”
wuthering, scemed o besg appreviate Mr. | He never saw such confusion made by a
rving's Loniis X1, the makeup for | smull piece of card before. They looked
which is n marvel of dressing room  art, [ a* each other with amazement. ™ At last
nud in which his peenliar elocution does | Waddo P. Johnson, afterward a senstor
less violenee to the geueral ear than in | from Missouri, who could control him-
some others, It was remarked that the P

fortunately secared a few warly worms
when the books were opened, readily
disposed of them at $25 each. This sug-
gests an interesting feature of the Irving
engagement, and reealls the tremendous
receipts of Sura Berphardt. Her twenty-
six works deew here and elsewhere
$390,000. The Irving season of twenty-
six weeks has drawn  $405.604.25,

this Mr. Irving receives one-half and
supplies the company, exeept that Mr.
Abbey pays $1,6400 of the #1,500 paid

it.

sell no longer, exclaimad, with vehem-

audience was less like an old time “Walk fence, “IHow in the devil did he get
lack house™ than so notable an oceasion | through Maltimore?” A few hours later
shwuld have drawn, the only people of | the president-cloet was asked if he would

reeeive the wembers of the peace con-
gress nud he said that he would.

Mr. Lineoln, who had returned to the
latgl from a esll st the White House,
reccived the lll--min'_r_- of the peace con
gress, who haedl Tormed in procession in

prominence being Dion Boucicault snd
daughter, John McCullough, Colonel
Ingersoll, Governor Buny, of Jdahw, |
Edwin F. Tharne, Parrick 8. Gilmore,
Theodore Moss and Henry  E. Abbey

Phere was not moch entaosissm, but a

very decided intention ts be cordin! | the hall where they met, and moved to
throughout the evening, so that slwo- | the reception parlor of the hotel. Ex.
gether it was a fisting gluse to a1 wost | President Tyler und Governor Chase

led the van.  The lutter did the honors,
first inirodsrcing Mr. Tyler. Mr. Lin
ealn reovived him with all the respect
due to his pudition. The several dele
wiatas wepe then presented by Governor
Chase, in the nswl manner. The great
est curiosity was maaifested to witness
this, Mr. Lincoln's first reception in
Wiashtogton. The mosi noticeable thing
that ocenrred was the manifestation hy
Mr. Linesln of a most wonderful
Iemnry.

fortunste experiment,

At the close of the Charles L act Mr.
Irving was londly ealled for, snd afier s
courteous recognition swid:

“Lapres axn Gesrrenes—Itis my
privilege to thank vou for all yoar gomd
ness toward us. [ wish my tongue pos
sessed aneloguence that would adeqguunte
Iy express my thought=. On a night
that will ever be remembered by us six
months ago you welcomed us to these
bonrds, and | thank you, as the repre-
sentative audience of the Empire City
of the United States, for the welcowe
which we have everywhere -eceived
from the American people. Not one
jarring note, not one ubgencrous senti- |
ment, has marred the happiness of our
stay amweng vou.  Arab like, we pitelad
our tents amd traveled to many  places,
and truveling in America is  unliks
traveling in England, the distanees are
greater and the citics are further apart,
Some one has Kindly sngzested that to
oblige us they might perhaps be pushed
a fittle together, Yut we can certuinly,
after visiting vour country, sympathize
with the American gentlemnn wim wis
afraid of venturing furth from his hotel
in London lest he might tumble over | bim "
into (he sea.  But whercver we have |
been we have received a gracious and | the plains,”
generous hospitslity, and the 'ast four | eral,

weeks have shown us that New York |
has in no way forgotten the first kind | dard of my expectation,” rejoined Mr.
greeting slie guve us. UF the efforts | Lineoln,

men wha, although  distinguished in

very moeh known,

cusex ont of ten, Mr. Lincoln
prompiiy recall the cutire npame, no mat
ter how many inilials it contxined. In

calch Doniphaa's eve.  He immedintely
inguired:

“Is this Doniphan, who made that

swopt the =wilt

Ilnhll-wt‘_\' l'l':-liullll[‘!l the gen-

The unexpected arrival of Mr. Lincoln
before his insuguration, at Willard's
with a pack and a erush so great that | hotel. early in the morning, created
had the police directed a discontinnance | quite a sensation when it became known
It was not true, as was

and last evening speculators, wits had | shawl, which had been losned him, and |

Each member was | §

would |

in the brown eyies as the thought of h_u'.\
the old dress will look in contrust with
Ada Marchmont's, comes aver her, 1

your own; vou huve worked huard as you |

girl specds breathlessly back to her room
“Well, my danghter, the money is| for the desired article while he brings a

Get your hat,
" and the

Huth, so I came to sce,
I will be with you presently,

low phaecton to the door. “Good-bye,

which have helped to gain your favar it
does not become me to speak at length;
but thanking you on behalf of esch and
all, I cannot rofrain (rom expressing my
pride in the triumph of one who lus
made an impression on yvour hearts

4 of the l\

God

Ouly & glim
Oolr a

“Evenin' Tele

| TN PRISON.
[The lollowing poem was writien by &

youug cenviel now serviog opt his sen-

tence in the Connecticut Siate prison.]

¥ the wretchsd prisoner

In hia luacly cell

Whastever the sin that
Gond pity him »till, I pray,

 —

13 i

pped kim,

e of s

Through solid walls of stone,
patch of szure i

To starve his hopes upan,

-

!

Only surging memories . 4
(Hapuﬂfha!inbe(mgoﬂ, i

Ouly scora from womeén, .y
Hate from wen well born;

Only remorse to whisper

Of a life that might bav: been;
Oaly & hopeless foture
For the distance yet unseen.

Ooce we were little children,
And then dur nostai
Were led by s geatla mther
Toward the golden street.
Therciore, il in Jile's forvst
We since have lost our way,
Fur the pake of her who loved us,
(God pity usst II, T pray!

ned feet

0, mother gone to heaven!
With enrnest prayer I ask -
That your eve may not look earthward | showed that he felt dimly all the sweet
Oa the failure of your task!
For even in those mansions,
The choking tears would rise,
Though the fairest hand in heaven
Should wipe them from your eyes,

And you who jiilge us harshly,
Are you sure the stumbling-stone,
'lzl'l-‘tt tripped the feet of others,
Might not have briised your owna.
Are you sure the sad {
Who writes our errors down,
Will ascribe to you more honor
Thun him on whom you frown,

angel

Or if a stendier porpose
Unto your life is given,
A stronger will to conguer,
A smoother path to heaven;
If, when temptations meet you
You erash them with a smile,
If you can chain
And keep your lips from guile.

zle Passion

Then bless the hand that erowned vou!
Remembering, as vou go,
It was not your own emlenvor
That shapped your nature po;
And sneer not at the weakness
Which made a brother fall,
For the hand that lifts the (allen,
Cod loves the best of ull!

et
AN UNKENOWN HERO.

Ese
; no one thought of his neigh-

“Evenin’ Telegram, fourth e-dition!
( All ubont the bulls —gn' bears, totterin
[t wiill be remembered that | dynasties—an’ furrin affairs!
the convention was compored of muny | gsi=? only a penny.”

Telegram,

Above the tumult and roar of Broad- Rk o e :
their time, had until lately not been | way the shrill little voice piped its song the shock of brick-colored hair,
b , A n the ears of hurrying humanity. The
introduced by his surname, but in nine [ shadows were beginuing to full, and the
amplighter, intent upon duty, ran past
with his ladder and hink.

: ) ! f Two living breathing tides surged in
-everal instances he recited the histori- | gpnosite directions through the great
aul reminiseenecs of familiee. When the | thoroughfare.

tall Gren. Doniphan of Missouri, was in- llilllil‘i?
troddneed, Mr, Lincoln bad to lock up to | bor.

lvoked out for

pestry, himself laying on & couch whose

ease to his erushed form, he could only
look with wonderment at all this beauty,
toushed with asoft rosecolored light,
and whisper:

“There’s a land that is fairer than day.”

In a moment light fest passed around
the bed, and the sweet face was bending
over him.

My dear child, are you easier now ™
But his memory was clouded still:
He thought he had reached -‘the sweet
by-and by," and the beautiful face was
of n seraph, until she began teo
smooth his shock of brick-colored hair
with her soft hand. Then a light came
into his eyes, and he whispered:

“You are the lady wot I met on Broad-
way I

“Yes, my boy; and vou are the here
who gave his life for her.”

“Won't I get well, lady ™

“I fear not, my dear boy; but tell me
where is your home?”

_ “Home?"—he repeated the word as if
it waz a stranger to his vocabulary, and
yet the next senlence, spoken painfully,

possibilities it embodied.

“Home? I haven't no home, lady
Leastways, none to speak on. [ sleeps
in a flatboat down at the wharf, an’ |
never till after dark an' the cops is
m%"‘?“ X
“But have you no father or mother?”
“He shook his head negatively.
“What is your name, my child?’
“Tim."”

“What else ™ She asked.

“Nothin' else as I knows on.”

“Could you eat something, Tim, or
drink a little wine, if I feed you?
“No, thank you, lady; I ain't hungry
or thirsty any more.”

“But you saved my life, dear Tim, by
giving your own in place. [ can never
repay you, beesuse you ean not live, and
I want to do something for you. Think
and tell me, is there anything you would
like me to do?”

She had covered the little hand lying
on top of the silk<n quilt with her own

soft, rosy palm, and lLent over him
waiti A wemor of delight ran
through all the bruised little [orm

at the touch; the honest blue eves look-
ed into her sweet gray ones above as he
asked :

“Do you sing, lady '

“Yes Tim."

“Then I'd take it werry kind, dear
lady, if you'd hold my hand an’ sing me
*Iweet by-and By.”

A little group gathered outside the
half-open door saw a slender arm cloth-
ed in bloe velvet slide gently beneath
while
the other palmn held close a grimy little
hand ; then all the roomn was filled with
the melodious voice:

We shall sing on that beantiful shore
The melodious songs of the blest;

And nur gpirits shall sorrow no more
Not awigh for the blessings of rest,”

With the last seraphic burst the last
raiu of sand had slipped throngh the

gram fourth edition?* gourvgbue, never more to begin its work

When Mr. Rives, of Virginia, was in- | est blee eyes, whose whole vitality seem-

tronluewl, Mr. Lincoln said;

He received James B, Clay, son
cutucky stutesman, with marked

say nnd deserve it; so do as you please, | mother, don't be lopely till I come

Ru hie, apd perhaps we can  pay
the debt before Christmas anyway. |
hope s0, for it worries me sick some-
times. Now, make haste dear, and get
the chamber work done, for I need you
here.” So Ruth folds the letter and
goes quietly up-staims to sweep and dust, |
never guessing how Mr. Forrester, hav
ing returned Tor a book wanted in the
school room, has left his door ajar while
he seeks i, and beand every word of the
conversation with a feeling of pity for
the girl who has grown so dear to him

[the mother's eyes grow dim, as she
| watches the pair drive off;, for she ha«

back,” donning hutify the wide
brimmed straw with iis floating rib-
bous.” “How lucky that 1 chose bine
ribbon, and ob! isn't it nice in Mr. For.
rester?” with « little ecstatic kiss on the
faded check.

“Very nice, but be careful dear,” and

not been blind to Bruce Forrester's feel-
ing for her only child, and knows that
her lotis like that of all mothers; “to
bear, to nurse, to rear, to love and then

in these weeks that he has boarded in| to lose.”
her mother's house and tavghtthe coun-!  The two young people bowl smoothly
try sehool, teaching Rath Cleveland in | over the level road, chatting brighuly,
the dusky glouming and quiet starlighi | but Bruce can wiit no longer, and ere
the old, yet ever new lesson of love. He | the pic-nic grounds are reached the
wlips down and out of the house without I words are spoken which link their lives
betraving his presence to its inmates, | together forevermore. .
when he has heard the door opposite | “And you will not regret being the
close, wandering ns he walks along, | wife of a poor school teacher, will you,
whether Ruth will be guided by her own | Ruth, even though T may not be able to
wish or her mother's judgmept in theq keep you from work, nor give yon such
matter of the dress, gur ﬁm is not o | things as this,” touching the dress she
blind as not to fully understand the | wears.
temptation bofore her. “My bonny | *I have vot i
Ruth,” he whispers softly to himself, | she auswers simply, “for we are guite
while she, bastening with her duties, | poor, Mr. Forrester, and 1 could not
dreams not of how his thoughts are filled | have gope to duy if Aunt Sarah bad not
with her, and wavers, sorely pressed, :seot me the dress, and we owe some
between the desire of ber heart to ap- | money, too, a debt of father's - oh!
pear at the pic-pic in fresh astire that Bruce, I cannot marry you until that is
will muke her fairer in his eves, or yield | paid.” - A
to what she knows beér mother thinks is | “Can’t you, little Ruth, not i{ { pay it
best, for the creditor is & h rd man, and | for {ou? -

| “You

L1

been used to many soch,”

the debt has been a source of much wor- 1" surprisedly, “but you are poor,

ry and annoyance to them both. {too ™
Dinner over and the kitchen cleared, | *“Wonld you love me any more or any

she locks her door and getting out the | less if I was not?" looking down into le=r

contents of her wardrobe, turns over the | shy, sweet face. _

fuw articles it contains. #1 could not love yo:itflt!le‘li’ mare or

1 ite 1 —_ thou

“Yeu, the white is the only one that | I+ for any reason—whither

will do at all,”’ she decides pregently, [ will go, and thy people shall be m

big el 2 habby, bot [ prople.” The Jow, musical tones thrill
o Uy face far the | his heart in the words of Ruth of old,
. and at the risk of both their necks he

*sleeve—I haye a dollar yet from my isk
strawberry money—and p!:-h-p- 1 conld | drops the reind and presses ber mlou-
get enough for the overskirt, too, but, |ately 1o his breast. “My own Buthﬁi
ob dear!” and the brown hewd goes down | you shall not be unrewarded. .

ose-making is at an end for the present

the
N e

hem, and so it is not watil .
the s0 i

on the pillow while Kuth sobs out ber
pein and disappointment, and almost
decides to spend the five dollars for the
coveted dress, and with the memory of
bow lovely the in the store
window last week, she rises bastily and
bﬁ'im to make ready fora walk to the
village, hut ere she dons the neat cam-
brie, she recalls her mother's
ried face, and knowing how

will feel to have the
even five dollars

body full of shot. “Git witat off, mister?” .
Au;nw_boqithm@:ﬂfm:nppdm "Ai:,‘t there something scross the
:Iﬁ':f&:‘hmehx. e A “No, sirree, an’ I didn't say thar wuz;
Gily i that - “facts Iaulyssdth.lg.mxfuu’:'ga;_unoolm&
{ase eiboen iogns T thaee's me| iGN TBYOL, L

- wam‘gﬁmm wife 8] 1o farmer paused.

which will never be efftcad. T mean my
sister artist, Ellen Terryv. She has won
lden apinions from all sorts of pesp'e.
lTer heart is full of gratitude, and by
her fireside she will often tell of the
kindness she n:c.-cirf-fl from the Ameri- joicing, remarking to him:

can people. For myself, Thave a host|” “T Ll 1o bid you good-hye just at
of delightful memories. You haveshows | (i (ime when onir intimacy had rip-
that upon the bhroad |II:llfnrll| of anable encd to a p_,i]u fur me to u._»][ you my
art the two greatest sections of the | giories.”

English speaking race are one nstion.|  Tha Sonthern “commissioners freely
You have shown that no jealoua love of expressod their gratification at his affi-
yourown most admirable actors has| bifey awd easy munner, and all joined
preventel you from recognizing the | < -
earnest purpose of an Eoglish ecompany,
and we sha

friend of vour fathier ™ The interchiange

who was his eollzagne in Congress was
very corlial.  When Reverdy Johnson
was presented, he oxpressed great re-

¥, | ot his good Jouks in contrast to his pie-
! return to our homes with | gyres.

may huve been, you have set the stamp |
of undisguised approval on them, and|caption of the prace congress was con-
your generosity is, I am sure, right|qigded, a barge number of “citizens were
heartily reciprocated by the English| orasented. Mr. Lincols was then noti-
people. Certainly, as longas 1 have 8| o that the anterooms and main sa

or the national troables

open to welcome yoor distinguished | o1, desired
countrymen. One is acting there now, i
others will be there by and by, and that | copeented.
we may not be quite forgotten we are
returning soon. “Dick,” mid vour great
Abraham Lincoln to Governor Oglesby,
“Dick, keep close to the people.”  And |much good humor.
that the American pmr‘e may net for-
gu!;: us we are coming, if all be well, in
of

to pay their respects, to
The ladies then passed in

Entlu*men who accompanied her.

What He Wanted.
Atlanta Constitation.)

next antuma. @ shall retarn full
and snticipation, and to onr

friends at home we shall s,y that Wweare | ¢, (o0 y
~ 2 e Air Line passenger train was rap-
::?:mi?im‘gr » - 3 ﬁi:c:;. ('l':;t idly speeding over the ruils between At-

our dear land, which has the first place
in our hearts, will not begrudge ns the
affection which we beur to America,
which vut of the depth of your kfndness
you have conjured up. Ladies and
gentlemen, T respectfuily, gratefully and,
if T may sy it, lovingly wish ydu good-

¥,
Mr. Irving spole with his customury

hesitancy, but gave the impression of
.reeling Er whiéf bg strove.

< GLEANINGS,
The early hird sometimes catches a

it, frantically waviig an old red shin

l Instantly the engineer applied the air-
brikes, and came to & dead halt.

“Whar's ther conductor?” gasped the

fuce uf the ficeman. -

“tiere | am,” excitedly eried the
suught-for officer, “what's wrong?’

* Fhanderation ¥ gped the man,
“ever'thing’s wrong; old 'oman, Jim,
an” the rest o' my crowd hev gone w
wwn, an’ | cun't ﬁ*‘"

“Come vn,” e the conductor, “we
will belp you get it off.”

come to her,
burst of tears, she
Wj:h her own dollar
cides to stay awa

pic-nic. l’rs. ﬁo’

[ i an ides tha you were 3 much taller | shock of brick eolored  hair,
ressed aguinst a lamp-post, with his Somae hands fuld where othier hands
are fect druwn close for safety and the
|altontion, suying to him: *1 was a|ragzed jacket buttoned o the chinjmn-

der hi2 aril wis it Bundle of und

“I always [ed to have cenered in a remarkable

He «

time to his shrill littie tune:

“Buy a paper, sir? Telegram only a
peany!"”

But somshow the hurrying crowd
cared littlefor the news, and the pennies
accumulated slowly in the rugged
pocket.

He counted them over now and then
spreading them out on his palm.
“One, three, saven, ten, fifteen! No
dinner to-night, Tim, if you don'tdo bet-

After the re-|i

to -the
review, each being introduced by the | fortless boarding houses;
Mr. | leisure sauntering to their clubs; women
incoln underwent the vew ordeal with | whose sole vocation in life was to be as
“the lilies of the field"

The honest biue éves staring out of
the huugry, freckled face, scanned them
all a5 he off:red his paper with mice dis-
crimination to those only whose mien

was inviting.
"l'ho olmg)n fcll swiftly now, and

lsnta sud Liainesville, when a man came | myriad gas jets burst into light while a
| rushing from a field, and down toward | sudden. cry of “fire” caused the

siginal carrier, as he eyed the smutly |eyes
man to free hersell from the o
she neared him, Tim put out his hasad
and touched her sleeve.

tions, believing the- matter
Brace F —— in

she will do, and ﬂmﬁﬂﬂoﬂ

| in expressing ngreeable disappointment | ter than this.”
i For a moment his fuce would fall, but
o Nothing was said to any one in | he would singa line of two of “Sweet
the conviction that new as our methods | regard to the condition of the country | By and By.” and then, as if the inspir-
ting words had given fresh courage |®
l.egfn again : )

“Fourth edi-tion, Evenin’ Tel ” | mar & man's most perfect fidelity ?
&till the erowd =urged on; the rer
- to his humble home, where all his trea-
theatre the doors of the Lyceum will be | oons of the hotel were filled with ladies, | sares were gathered and in which his

joy centered ; clerks snd abu?-g-irla fl:f:.g
ect

which the president-elect very prumrtly ging the:l:’:;&ruy! h:i‘xlc;nm:m ROt | wasd Gonda of. pevs

“Movéthis w
the carb by

ntlemen of

mluly; eome here on

still ‘gw a minit.

lam an’ stand
yor oot ow' rem

The thin little voice in its sharp stac- | again until inverted in
o] ! ! cato was alone sufficient to conjure in
splendid marel neross the plains and | ¢the mind of the imaginative a picture of
Uhmunches  before | hunger and wunt, and vouth without
. childbood, coupled witl the experience
“I commanded the expedition across | gnd sorrow of age.
All this, in addition to the legion woea
= of his tribe, a chunee glimpse of the pin- | I
*Then you have come up to the stan-| ched little form conveyed? °

He wus a boy of adozen years perhaps,
with a freckled fuce and a pair of hon-

YA land thatis fairer than day."

Why i.”.—“ sSo?

Some fiad work where some find rest,
And so the weary world gocs on;
sometimes wonder which is best—
The answer comes when life is gone,

Bome even sleep when some eves wake,
And so the dreary night hours go,

Bome hearta beat whers some hieartsbreak,
I often wonder why "tis so.

Are lifted bravely in the satrife;
And so thro' agus s thro' lands
Move on the two exiremes of life.

with Mr. Bavringer, of Nerth Caroling, | & grimy Tittle hand flourished o€ in [ g 00 foet halt whers some feet tread,

Tn tireless march, a thorny way;
Bome struggle on where some have fled;
Sume seek, when others shiun the fray,

Bome sleep on while others keep
The vigils of the trne and brave;
They will not reat till rases creep
Around their name above a grave.
—Every Other Satur lay.
R A —

GATHERED FRAGMENTS.

A firm faith is the best divinity.

An effort made for the happiness of
thers lifts us above ourselves,

Who knows what aecidental stir may

]

We grow broader, not by sesingerror,
but by seeing more aud more of truth.

Purity is not abstinence from out-
ward deeds of profligacy alone. It is
from impurity of
thought.

Ignore the wrongs you receive, and
think over the good that has been oryet
may be, and evils will dwindle into noth-
ingness.

Let ua be careful only of the quality
of our work —that it be thorough, gen-
uine, simple-hearted, the best that is in
us, the best that can come out of us.

He only is advancing in life whose

spirit is entering into living peace.

We miss half the joyous experiences
of the Christian life because we persist

come. We do notcome jn a receptive
attitude before God, and therefore we
go away empty handed.

To work on and hope ou in the face
of seemingly insurmountable obstacles
requires & kind of heroism, soul heroism,
that but few posses, bal that is, after
all, the kind of hervism that wins life's

his | greatest battles.

When society has reached the point
where sorrow is measured in so many
inches of crape, to be be worn a certain

the | pumber of mooths, it may be suspected

that too much sttention is given to the
trappings of bereavement.

Fsults are things to be looked at in a

great variety of lights, handled with

: medzgfducy and much delay, and
¥ down to the beautiful

)
rdhuoflila.b redacti . here and
growth there, till the living energies
without waste, fill and enrich their own
channels.
1f we choose to make our home under
the shadow of a mountain we ought not

that the light does not
m If nmﬂkli nllinﬁ'phne
on

t nol

cavern undergro d,
to cry out against G:anlor :tertou%ing us
‘| & Blae sky, and green fields flowers

- and birds. [t is all our own doing.

L A —

When he opened his eves hours after- :

A Plea for Tittle-Tattle.

ing been a Frenchman; but she is Eng-
lisi on both sides of the house, having
been born at Bury St. Edmunds, Suffolk,
forty-three years The story runs

Perhaps we may, for ought we know,
Have fifty to their one.

ward and found himself in 2 wonderiul
pplace whose floor wus covered with rich
carpels and walls were hung with ta-

softoess and luxury bronght a sense of

| London Pall Mall Gazette.]

man of letters, of pusition and repute,
Was vesterday sentenced to be imprison-
ed for four months, for publishing, on
the authority of a lady of title, a story
mm::r an unnamed but Fneml]

recogni peer, which was false sn
libelous. It is, no doubt, & sensational
sentence. English novelists and English
editors, however much they may deserve
it, wre rarely sent to jail. In France,
under the Empire, thére are alwavs a
few editors m prison, and in Spain
only yesterday the editor of & comic
paper was sentenced to eight years' im-
prisonment for publishing a caricature
of the King. But in Eogland journal-
ists have for a long time contrived to

ment and reform without the invalua-
ble advantage of & sojourn within the
walls of a jail. Mr. Edmund Yates bas
now qualified for this unigue experi-
ence, and no doubt both the world in
generil and the World in particular will
profit by the period of seclusion during
which this brilliant and enterprising
member of the cralt will stady the in-
ner workings of the prison system of
Great Britain.

Severe thongh thesentence may be, it
is no doubt generally approved. “Served
him right" is the popular verdict, to
which is sometimes added a pious regret
that Mr. Lahouchere is not sent to oe-
cupy the adjoining cell. For the At
twin brethren of society journalism have
been too successful to be in good repute
in the journalistic world, nor are there

Mr. Edmund Yates, a journalist and |

write on questions of prison manage-|P

that her fsther and mother, beu:l; ine
harmonious in their domestic relations,
separated during her girlhood—he com-
ing to the Continent and she remaining
in England.

Oui
countries, so that she may be said to
have no particular nationality. She
speaks fluently French, ltalian and Ger-
man, as well as her native tongue, and
writes those foreign languages with
facility. She has often declared that
she bad no childhood, and indeed no
yvouth; for her cxrrieu\w were um-
pleasant and forced ber very early into
a kind of morbid maturity., For years
she has been overflowing with eymcism
and bitterness, disliking mén and dis-
trusting women, and giving the most un-
leasant pictures of fashionable society,
indicating that selfishness, raseality and
wantonness are the distingnishing traita
of humanity. She is even more of a
misogynist thau a misanthrope, for she
never allows an epportunity to pass with-
out arranging her own sex at the stern
bar of her warped judgment,

To read Ouida's i]nu* novels one would
form the same idea of society va the
Continent to-day that one would have
formed of France had he lived in the
time of the Regent, Philliped'Orleans, or
of England during the reign of Charles
[I. Her representatives are repulsive,
but she vows they are strictly trae, not
even exaggerated for the sake of fiction.
Doubitless there is niways more or less

's youth was passed in various |-

I'H tell vou of a bettor plan
And find it works full well,

Let's try our own defects to cnre,
Ere others aolis we tell :

And though I sometimes hope 10 be
No worse than some | know

My own short eymings bid me let
The faults of others go.

Now, let us all, when we begin
To alander friend or foe,
Think of the harm one word may &
To those we litthe know ;
Remember, enrses chicken-like,
Sometimes to roost onme howe
Don't epeak of othern faults until
We have none of our own.

GLORY WON BY ACCIDENT.

How a BSouthern Private Cama to
Lead & Charge.

New York Sun.]

Iearried a gun in Bowles' battalion
We were mounted infantry and a pare
of General John Morgan's ecommand
from Keutocky. The Yankees called
us Morgan's horse-theives, while the in
habitants of the mounwmin districts ol
East Tennessee would ask, when they
met a squad of us in a bridlepath,
“Doea youens belong to Mister Morgan's
eritter-back company ™’

In the spring of 1884 Morgan's cowm.
mand had just come up from South Car
olina_and had gone into eamp at Abing-
don, Va., when word came that General

e rruption in society which claims to be
she best, but the curruruon_u ral_her
exceptional than general, while Ouida

a heavy foree on Wytheville

Crook, the present Indian-fighting hero
with General Averill, was moving with

We tonk

many even among their constant read-
ers who care to speak up in their defense.
And, so far as this partienlar case is con-
cerned, weare not disposed to question
the justice of Lord Coleridge's sentenve.
Those who venture into the perilous but
profitable fields of society journalism
must do it at their own rist. and it is
goodd for journalism and especially
good fur society journals, that the
penalties attached to false and libel-
ous statements should be rigidly en
forced. The charm of society jour-
nalism lies in the supposed sccura:
¢y of the gossip which 1t retails. lhe
facts that the courts imprison a society
journalist for saying that which is false
cannot but strengthen the popular be-
lief that the paragraphs which fill the
columns of society journals are true, for
their suthors are manifestly at Iarge,
and therefore presumably not liable to
the lush of the law. As for Mr. Yates,
while every oae mast sympathize with
him in the solitary cell to which, if the
legal point yet remaining to be tried is
decided against him, he must shortly be
consigned, he has little reason to com-
plain. A man in such a business carries
his life in his hand. If he had been in
France he would probably have been
shot through the head or pinked under
the fifth rib long ago by some of the
many fine gentlemen who had wineed
under his Insh. As he lives in England’
four months' imprisonment is all that

is meted out to him. “They will not put

him on the tread-mill, and he ean con-
sole himself that, as he has profited by
the laburs of his fashionable contribu-
tors, 80 he is now saffering vicariously
for their sins.

So far, we agree with the Lord Chief

Justice. Buat when Lord Coleridge pro-
ceeds to justify the sentence of imprison-
ment pronouneed on the publisher of a

single admicted libel by a wholesale

anathema upon society journalism, we
are compelled to dissent. No doubt

every one of the Lord Chief Justice's re-
marks on the subject ought to be true
Unfortunately for society at large, they
are very much the reverse. It is all

portrays it exactly the reverse. up our line of march for that town, und
THE PLAN OF HER NOVELS, ight well do I remember the happy
She iy a very prolific writer. She has | (aces of the old men, the women anid
produced in the twenty years that have children who lined the curbstones of
since “Held in Bondage” ap-|the prim:iral street as wo rode our
peared some thirty-five novels, besides | horses by fours in a triomphal entry
any number of magazine articles and |style before the admiring gure of those
contributions to the newspapers. It may | non-combatants. There were no able-
well be said that her pen is never idle. | bodied men in Southern towns in those
If it were her literary reputation would | days, On the opposite side of the town,
stand higher, for she frequently repeats [in a beautiful woodland pasture, we
horself and is obviously aareless in con- | went into camp. Most of our horses
struction, incident and the development | were turned loose to graze while the
of her character’s which are decidedly | men were busy building dog honses
prone to resemble one another. She|to sleep in, or hunting wood and
almost invariably introduces two br|water. A sudden change came over the
three rich, bad, bratal, men and several | camp.
handsome, artificial, impurs, mercenary, | The clear notes of & bugie rang out the
completely selfish women, all of them | familiar but now ominous order, “saddle
ocoupying exalted social positions, in|up your horses.” Neariy 300 men were
salient contrast with a preternaturally | instantly on their feet, the officers aliout
d, noble, sell-sacrificing woman, who | ing “saddle up! saddle wp!” and the
is commonly persecuted and whom no- | men calling to one another, “Bill, have
body understands. ot secn my mare.”  “DBring that bridle
The eelebrated futhoresa lives in a Eack here.” “Whero is my bianket,”
handsome villa outside the gates, fur-|and all the other hubbub of a hurried
nished and decorated handsomely and | departure, But here and thers could
expensively. It is full of pictures, en-|be seen the cool old soldier deliberately
gravings, statuettes, bronzes, books and [ folding the blankel that suswered for
all sorts of bric-a-brae, for which she had | both saddle and sleeping purposes,
reat fondness and fine.taste. If she has | smoothing out every wrinkle so ax not
ittle love of her own kind, she loves|to hurtthe horse’s back, placing it with
dogs, horses, cats, birds and animals | great precision hitij' upon the withers,
generally, having in her house many |setting the old “Texas tree” carefully
pets. She often says that they are|over it, and drawing a deft knot in the
neither petfidions nor ungrateful, -and | belly band such as only an old hand can
that to eall & man & dog, as most men | make, He mounts with the ease wnd
are constituted is a compliment that he | grace born of four years' daily practice
seldom merits. Bhe drives out daily,|in thesaddle, and gets into line long
when the weather is pleasant, and is) before his fussy messmate,
usually accompanied by two or three| We were soon all in line and the or
dogs. ders followed in quick succession, “By
Eln?rylmciy in and about Florence | twos right into line,” “March,” “Troy”
kuows ber by sight. She is rather a|“Gallop,” and away we went at double
striking figure, being tull and well- | quick to Crocket's cave, four miles awny
formed and having a strong, remember- | It was a hot ride, and just before reach
able face, with light eyes and an abund- | ing the cave we turned abruptly to the
ance of yvellow hair. She dresses hand- | lelt through a pair of bars, UGeneral
somely and expensively, but in an un- | Morgan stood in the road and shouted,
conventional manner and not always in [ “Close up, men” as wo galloped by him.
good taste. At times she is overloaded | It was evident we were making a flank
with color and ornaments, and then | movement on the enemy, and now could
again she is simple in attire to a point | be heard those first sad sounds to the

-

very well for Lord Coleridge to profess
a dramatie surprise that any man’s mind
can feel any pleasure in feeding on the
sort of food with which soviety journals
are filled ; but as a matter of i‘yn.ct., it s

of severity.
joys attracting attention and making a ] I . To
sensation, although she pretends other-| taste there is nothing so gloriously ex
An American artist here calls bor | hilarating as the hurly-burly of o brisk

wina.
a feminine imitator of Byrom, for whom | fight —the rupid orders, the ratile of

It would seem that she en- | practical soldier's ear—occasional shota

rom the distant skirmishers. To

the most natural and notorious thing in
the world. If Lord Coleridge imagines
that it is only & small majority of a
privileged class who feel an interest in
the publication of personal details sbout
pablic men, he never made 8 greater
mistake in bis life, Asa simple matter
of fact, there is nothing in the world
more popular with all “sorts and con-
ditions of men than personalities. Nor
is it either foolish vanity or abject curi-
osity that leads the vast majority of
mankind to delight to know all the little
details which enable them to form a
picture of the life and character of those
whose names are in every one's mouth,
Every one delights in Boswell, and what
is the society journalist but the Boswell
toun innumerable number of personages,
not so great perhaps as the maker of the
dictionary, but far more familiarly
known to the man in the street? Of
course, if the journalistic Boswell does
his gossiping falsely or maliciously, by
all means let him be punished. It is ot
a morbid curiosity to wish to know how
celebrities look at home, or to see afmat
man ofl the stage of public life. It is
these personal details or everyday life
that enable the average man to realize
for himself in how many points he shares
with his illustrious neighbor the little
cares and ills and joys of ecommon hu-
manity. In Addison’s time his corres-
pondents were curious to know all about
the personal appearance of the “Specta-
tor,” whether he had a short face and
the like; and it is the same to-day. Bat

: StrUg | heart is getting softer, whose blood | why does Lord Culeridge signal out the

ng streams of life to rush yet more| oyryer, whose brain quicker, whose |journalist as the sole offender? Is he

rantically each in its own di

“In the sweet by-and-by" sang the
¥, watching with his bright blue

v fa sl Proasifel :::3.‘ ?,- in placing ourseives where they cannot

the only retailer of personal gossip? It
is true that be is the only retailer who is
bound over by heavy penalties to refrain
from slander and libel and indecency,
but to that extent he is better chan his

whom courts can exercise hardly any
restraint. 1
raconteurs alive than the Lord Chief
Justice himself. Yet if Lord Coleridge
were in all severity to apply his own
canon as Judge to his own conversation
in pociety, is it certain that it would all
eondemnation! The Lord Chief
Justice recently returned from across
the Atlantic. He has brought back
with bim & vast fand of anecdote, =
t store of obeervation on men and
things. But let him ask himself serious
Iy whether in society he has delivered
himself more ecommonly of profound
observations, inspired by high aim and
real public usefulness—say, . on

workings of Democratic institutions in
the United States—or whether the staple
of his talk has not been precisely such
personalities—better told, no doubt, and

same in essence—as those on which he
pronounces so severe a censure in the

she cherishes an enthusiastic sdmiration. [ small arms, the boom of the big guns,
She also adores Heinrich Heine and | the wild shout and rush of the charge.
Loopardi, which shows that the bent of | AN sense of fear in lost, and la-:itlllllg s
her mind is sombre and cynical. In | thought of but winning a glovious vie-
fact, most of her liternry tnstes are what [ tory.  But these first picket shota make
would be denominated unhealthful, Her | you realize that there is death in the
views of life are not cheerful, and her | air, and you think of home, and perhaps
countenance is generally marred by an |of religion, if you've got any.
expression of unamiability. What has| Fortunately for us there was not
made her bitter nobody knows. It is|much time for indulging in these
due partly to temperament and partly to | gloomy thoughts. We were soon in
circumstances. Her early life has prob- | “line of fight" as we always called
ably been such astosour her, Moreover, |it, and Colonel Bowles rode out in
she is an idealist and, consequently,|front of us and at the top of his
doomed to disappointment in all her re- | voice, shouted: “Now, boys, if you want
lations with the world. to give "em the belly-ache, shoot al their
The poor are very much attached teo|knees.” We dismounted and rapidly
Ouidg, which is natural, as she is very | moved forward, taking shelter behind a
kind to them personally and pecuniarily, | rail fence. The firing was rapid, buot
She gives freely and lar,irly in charity, | the distance, some 500 yards, too great
and she is said never to hear of a case of | to do much execution. SBome one »oen
indigence and suffering which she does | raised our old yell: “Look out for Mor-
not try to relieve. On the whole, she ap- [ gan's men," everybody went over the
rs to be a strong, earnest, generous, fence, and, to my surprise, the esemy's
onorable, pure-minded woman, whose | skirmish line began to fall back. It now
fauits are mostly on the surface. She | became a running fight and kept so un-
believes she does muis geod b exposing | til about 5 o™lock in the afternoon,
the weakness and mesunesses and vices | when our line brought up aguinst stake-
of society, and by presenting patterns of | and-rider fence. The enemy was equal-
men and women who put the .common |ly well posted on the brow of the oppo-
creatures of iife to shame. She teavels |site hill. The ground, dipped between
a good deal, spending six or seven the two lines of bottle and a ereck lined
months here, and the rest of the year in | with alder bushes, ran throngh the lit-
France and Eogland. She has a few |tle valley about equi-distant between
friends who are devoted to her, and for jus. The enemy had made 8 “fiald hos
them and to them she is goodness itself. | pital” near and on our side of the creek,
With all her talents and suceesses she ik | and as we lay behind the fenco we could
discontented. and is inwardly a solitary | see a pumber of dead horses and somo
and unsatisfied soul. men with clean white baversacks on

THE PROFITS OF HER PEN, them.

If Ouida’s book (she derived her pen- These haversacks were small bags and

pores il became very much interested in them.
name from the childish pronunciation |y 'y a' 4 Fod o mouthful of coffes for
by her little niece of her first name,

- —

brother of the club smoking-room, over i

There are few wore briliiant | %

of a higher order, but essentially the

. than four months, and turning o
which is Louisa de lIa Ramee) are not ir:l:,:nldit-r by my side I remaried
S ?'prt:‘-d?c;:mhd by tt;'_c]r ltta,{lhc{hs = “Thumlpmn, do }‘05 neo those haversncks
3}“’?"“1 nu{l r:r ";; l‘i;ﬁ:‘k;’:“o; down there?™ A wmile crept over his
“llel:lrgicn, Bundn:e " y.bruugbr. her, 1 fu;-lc as he replied that he did. ) 3
understand 83,000, and she now getsat | !. llnti}stlyof.‘ \Sxyh:;:f ﬂlll(;z;::::l lltl'::t-:
least $10,000 for every new work in three et =g Sillande® Now:
rolumes that she writes. She has geown | B2 N8 0N OVt U e
Lo ithimr the 1 iwht ten | ¢ Skirt along that fence that crossed
80 popalar withirr the las cig f = | bln that creek, we can slip out and lie down
years that she can make very favorable | o oho o or bt ol "he safe and get

terms with publishers, and she néver " :
neglects, it is said, her own interests. w?:ﬁ”r?s{w he suid, “if you'll start,
“Moths" and “Friendship” have been |, "0 o' \

exceedingly proﬁuble. yielding ber to No quicker said than done, Over the
dade respept.lyei 314:1000 and 815,000, fence | went, with Thompson after e
and are siill in demand. ted Just before we reached the creek, out

Tha fact. that hee ’?"ﬂ gty 2 b from behind the dense alders marched
to be wicked gives them ? “:{" :"’ obliquely a regiment of the encmy.
many young women, n'“l' ;.' 2 m When half way np the hill, and just be-
bave, I am told, been sorely D ve | fore we reached the horses, they gave s
mnm:o::nghu:!:anl;p:ﬁi'ed i::,:ll:! n:‘:: avolley. [ sat down with about six

: : inches of bone shot out of my leg.

mer to the grossly indelicate steries of Ell"lfum a's bhih o ff thie

: : ght arm was taken ol th
Crebillon, louvet and other French b

“Buck’:; Bmith was hit in the head and
heel and was spinning wround in the
dust in a death struggle while I was rap

st age, who ravelled in
minute descriptions of interdicted things.
Nothing could be much farther from

authors of a

court of law. Weare not defendingslan-
derers, backbiters, scandal-moogers, aud
all the unclesn tribe. But, while pun-
ishing the libeler with all necessary se-
verity, do not let us confound in one

the fact. Ouida.is rrﬁged to have
made from §250,000 to 000 by her
writings, and her raoney has been so well
invested that her income is estimated at
£15,000 a year, considered very large in

idl
eral others were hurt at the same Lime,
bat I pever had an opportunity ta in-

crawling into a fence corner. Hev-

uire who they were, and for the Lime
ing I was thunderstruck to know how

ing condemhbation all those whose

of the tittle-tattle forms the
staple of the ordinary conversation of
society.

Why He Acted Sonr.

Tialy. WE'" 1','; this is added ber annusl
i L , it is not stran
?h::“ .ﬁn’mmﬁ“ﬁm as very rich. =

they got there. That aight four soldiers

stumbled over me on the rough ground.

They took me in s blanket to Farmer

Crockett's house, which was literally

filled with wounded men.

On the next morning Genersl Mor-
made n hasty visit to this field
ital. 1 was well ncquinted with

S8ame Old Story.
Kentucky State Journal.]

The frighful scream of & woman wua
r"“d ina Yx‘ﬁm‘:ﬁ: 3;':’;‘:2 him, and when he camo to I.Ilm l:mni'll
iqmlmr i lp.ll-uwllintol}u Ko E::df lay on be took me warmly by th
thinking the woman was being mur-| wigrdin,” ssid he, “that was & mag

dered. nificent charge you led yesterday."
':.m’l ﬂ:':lmf llb&li the man 1 looked st bim in blank amszement,




